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MY FATHER 


PREFACE 


Tus book forms the Russian section of a more extensive 
Slavonic anthology which has been in progress for some 
years, and, as far as it has been completed. includes repre- 
sentative selections from the modern poctry of the Poles, 
Czechs, and Serbs. 

The disadvantages associated with all anthologies are 
increased in the case of an anthology of translated verse, 
where the choice of the contents is affected not only by the 
translator’s personal leanings, but also by the suitability 
of any particular poem for translation into another 
language. As regards the present volume, it is admittedly 
the merest outline, to be filled in later, as circumstances 
may permit. But it is hoped that this collection, in 
spite of such obvious shortcomings as have been indicated, 
will convey a fairly adequate idea of the chief features in 
modern Russian poetry, a branch of Russian literature 
which has so far received very little serious attention in 
this country. 

On the subject of verse-translation there is a great 
divergency of opinion, and it is not proposed to discuss 
the matter at length in this preface. In the main, the 
translator has considered it his duty to produce render- 
ings which, in themselves, are reasonably good English 
verse. At the same time, an endeavour has been made 
to give the meaning of the originals as closely as the 
restrictions of rhyme and rhythm will permit. The 
character of the original metre has been retained in 
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almost every case. In the Russian text the natural 
tonic accent has been indicated. 

Some of these renderings first appeared in The New 
Age, and are reprinted in this collection by kind per- 
mission of the Editor, whom the translator takes this 
opportunity of thanking. It is also a duty and a pleasure 
to express gratitude to Mr. Alexander Bakshy, who read 
the proofs of the book, and offered valuable suggestions 
and criticisms while it was passing through the press. 


PS, 


Lonpon. 
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INTRODUCTION 


THE more recent developments in the history of Russian 
poetry may be regarded as a revival following upon a 
period of depression and stagnation. In the following 
sketch an attempt will be madc to trace briefly the vary- 
ing stages in its progress during the nineteenth century, 
before the achievements of contemporary writers are dis- 
cussed in any detail. 

The first important epoch in the history of Russian 
poetry during the nineteenth ccntury is associated with 
the names of Pushkin and Lermontov. Pushkin, in 
particular, founded a poctical school, among the members 
of which were such men as Vyazemsky, Delvig, Yazykov, 
and Baratynsky. This was the golden age of Russian 
poetry, the popularity of which was enhanced by Push- 
kin’s relations with the Court. 

Pushkin died in 1837, Lermontov in 1841. These 
dates mark the beginning of a decline in the vogue which 
poetical literature had been enjoying. It rapidly sank 
from one extreme of favour to the other, and before long 
lyric verse was regarded as an inferior branch of litcra- 
ture, and was neglected by readers and critics alike. 
Yet, in spite of these adverse conditions, there was not a 
complete lack of lyric poets. About the middle of the 
century, at the very time when this reaction was most 
marked, the tradition of the carlicr years was being 
worthily upheld by such men as Tyutchev, Maikov, Fct, 
and Polonsky. The neglect of poctry was, in fact, duc 
to the political situation. It was a period when Russian 
socicty was beginning to show symptoms of internal 
ferment. All men of intellectual ability were expected 
to employ their talents for the advancement of the political 
cause. This practical matcrialism, which rejected all 
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activitics not serving an immediate purpose, found its 
warmest advocate in the person of Dmitri Ivanovitch 
Pisarev (1841-68), a critic with an aggressive attitude to- 
wards poetry and all purely esthetic products. The con- 
sequence was that only those pocts could flourish whose 
activities happened to fulfil the urgent needs of the time. 
Such a one was Nyckrassov (1821-77), with poems that 
championed the cause of the lower classes and formed an 
elogucnt protest against the prevailing conditions. In 
the same way, Koltsov and Nikitin, both of peasant 
origin, were widely read owing to the “ popular ”’ tone of 
their verses. Love of the “ popular ’’ became during this 
period a fashion, not only in language and literature, but 
also in such external matters as dress and deportment. 

In the eighties, Nadson (1862-87) attained remarkable 
success by a volume of poems in which the leading theme 
is sympathy for the unfortunate and oppressed. The 
pathetic circumstances associated with his name—above 
all, his carly death from consumption—procured for his 
poems a reputation which their lachrymose rhetoric 
scarcely deserved; but the enthusiasm they at first 
aroused was followed by a period of even less merited 
neglect. 

The nineties—critical years in many European litera- 
tures—found Russia passing through a fresh epoch of 
unrest, but this time the movement was to have an im- 
portant artistic aspect. The study of the English Pre- 
Raphaclites and the French symbolists widened the 
poetical outlook by introducing new standards of tech- 
nique and subject-matter. The language was gradually 
rendered capable of more subtle forms and shades of 
expression than had been known to the earlier poets. 
And this, it may be noticed, is a process through which all 
the rejuvenated Slavonic litcratures have passed within 
recent years. Abundant translation from foreign litera- 
tures is a characteristic symptom of such a development, 
for not only is the language strengthened and enriched by 
this activity, but the poets themselves acquire greater 
linguistic and metrical skill, while a more intelligent and 
receptive reading-public is created. Thus, among the 
Czechs, Jaroslav Vrchlicky and his followers accomplished 
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surprising results in this direction; the Poles have Jan 
Kasprowicz; the Serbs, Svetislav Stefanovic; the Ukrai- 
nians, [van Franko; and even so small a race as the Wends 


have an analogous pioneer in Jakub CiSinski. In Russia, 
corresponding services were rendered by Konstantin 
Balmont and Valery Bryusov, and although they were not 
the first of the Russian modernists in point of time, the 
importance of their literary achievements justifies the 
prominence here accorded to their work. 

Of these two pocts, Balmont (born in 1867) was in- 
fluenced specially by English pocts, and his copious and 
spirited translations include renderings of Shelley, Whit- 
man, and Edgar Allan Poe. Bryusov, who is six years 
younger than his friend, was attracted chiefly by such 
writers as Verlaine, Verhaeren, and Macterlinck. 

Balmont began his literary career in 1890 with a volume 
of verses entitled ‘‘ Under the Northern Sky,” and five 
years later he had attained a position of importance in 
contemporary Russian literature. As a poet, critic, and 
translator he has displayed remarkable cnergy and ver- 
satility. The leading quality of his verse is its spon- 
taneous and impassioned nature. Poem succeeds poem, 
volume succecds volume, in a regular flood of unflagging 
harmony. At the same time, the subject-matter is of 
the most varied dcscription: rhapsodic invocations of the 
elements, primitive chants and runes, snatches of artlcss 
folk-song, interchange with verses full of impressionistic 
imagery, simple rhymes for children, and lyrics inspired by 
the primitive forces oftheelements. ‘‘ Fire, Water, Earth, 
and Air,’’ he says in one of his prefaces, “‘ are the four 
ruling elements, with which my spirit lives constantly in 
a joyful and mysterious contact.” This pantheistic fcel- 
ing 1s, by the way, peculiarly Slavonic. Otakar Theer, a 
Czech poct, has, for example, also dedicated hymns to the 
four elements; while Brezina, the Czech symbolist and 
mystic, has written a wonderful dithyramb entitled ‘‘ Song 
of the Sun, the Earth, the Waters, and the Secret of 
Fire.” 

Balmont’s glowing lyricism, drunken, as it were, with 
its own rapture, somctimes lapses into sclf-assertive cx- 
travagances where the poet seems overwhelmed by the 
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splendour of his own creative powers. In one of his best- 
known poems he begins: 


‘*T am choiceness of Russian so stately of mien, 
The poets before me my heralds have been... . 


This is the unaffected egotism of youth, and it also 
happens to be true, for it is highly probable that the 
literary historian of the future will date the second great 
epoch of Russian poetry from Balmont, just as the first 
is associated with the name of Pushkin. Of the great 
European lyric poets of modern times, Balmont is akin 
to Swinburne, Drachmann, d’Annunzio, and Vrchlicky. 
His influence has altered the whole aspect of Russian 
poetry in the last generation. 

If Bryusov’s poctry lacks some of the exuberance and 
external brilliance which 1s so characteristic of Balmont, 
if it is often more sober and deliberate than that of the 
elder poet, it gains by a greater depth and unity of 
thought, by a more obvious scheme of ideas, by a closer 
contact with the realities of life. Balmont’s poems are 
full of such words as sky, stars, ocean, sun, shoreless spaces, 
clouds, peaks, silence, chaos, eternity, the select vocabulary 
of the unreal; while Bryusov—probably influenced by 
Verhaeren—finds inspiration in the bustle of cities and 
the feverish life of the streets. Yet, although his sub- 
jects are frequently artificial, hc does not treat them in 
an artificial manner. Bryusov has been specially at- 
tracted towards the French symbolists, many of whom 
he has translated. His versions from Maeterlinck, 
Verlaine, Verhaeren, d’Annunzio, and Wilde, together 
with a critical study of the late Latin poet Ausonius, also 
show in what direction his literary sympathies lic. They 
have exposed him to the accusation of being a scholar 
rather than a poct, but successive volumes of fervid and 
delicate verse have triumphantly vindicated him, and 
have shown that inspiration and industry do not mutually 
exclude each other. There is no denying a certain exotic 
tendency in some of Bryusov’s poetry; but from this he 
has gradually freed himself more and more, so that in his 
most recent volumes he has attained an admirable clarity 
of style. Finally, let it be mentioned that Bryusov 
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ranks high as a Russian prose writer. Two of his novels 
in particular— The Fiery Angel,” dealing with the Re- 
naissance period, and “‘ The Altar of Victory,” a product 
of Bryusov’s late Latin studies—would represent modern 
Russian fiction far more worthily than the majority of 
the recent numerous importations. 

The poetical movement inaugurated by Balmont and 
Bryusov had its centre at Moscow, with the review 
Vyessy (The Balance) as its official organ. The epithet 
“decadent ’’ has been applied to these writers, but in 
Russian this implies nothing further than modernity of 
thought and cultivation of advanced artistic principles. 

A few years before the establishment of this literary 
centre, another group of writers had begun to develop 
similar activities in the Russian capital, and to publish 
their works in the Severny Vyestnik (Northern Herald). 
The chief members of this group—Merezhkovsky, his 
wife, known as an author undcr her maiden name of 
Zinaida Hippius, Minsky, and Sologub—followed, in the 
main, religious tendencies, which can be traced back to 
the influence of Vladimir Solovyév (1853-1900), philo- 
sopher and poet. Solovyov, whose name is associated 
with various religious controversies—he was a champion 
of Catholicism—is sometimes regarded as the source of 
Russian symbolism. And it is significant that although 
Merezhkovsky (b. 1866) is more prominent as a novclist 
and critic than as a poct, luis first published work was a 
volume of poems entitled ‘“‘Symbols.’’ It cannot be said, 
however, that Merezhkovsky as a poct has passed through 
any clearly marked stages of development. His poetry 
reflects rather those ideas which have found more ample 
expression in his other writings, to which they furnish an 
eloquent commentary. 

Zinaida Hippius (b. 1870), who, like her husband, is also 
a prominent novelist, has shown from her earliest works a 
leaning towards the abstruse and metaphysical. In her 
verses this 1s even more strongly pronounced than in her 
other writings. The language of her poems is often 
beautiful, but often, too, they contain hazily mystical 
thoughts expressed with an abundance of rather highly 
coloured imagery. The same kind of hysterical affecta- 
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tion is characteristic of other Russian poetesses. All that 
is morbid, overwrought, and fantastic in the Russian 
spirit seems to become unpleasantly accentuated in the 
work of these feminine writers. Thus the poems of 
Myrrha Alexandrovna Lokhvitskaya (1869-1905), to men- 
tion only one of several, are full of noisy and unre- 
strained declamation, with frequent touches of feverish 
eroticism. 

Nicolai Maximovitch Minsky (b. 1855), whose real name 
is Vilenkin, began his career with poems which lead back 
to the tradition of Nadson. Their markedly individual 
style and harmonious language gained for Minsky a popu- 
larity which began to diminish when he turned his atten- 
tion towards more purely esthetic ideals. Later still, he 
attained a fresh stage in his development, as a poet of 
religious mysticism. At one time he founded, together 
with Gorky, a socialistic daily paper, but the venture soon 
came to an end, partly through the action of the authori- 
ties, partly also because of the lack of agreement between 
Minsky and his socialistic colleagues. Minsky is essen- 
tially a poet of transition, and, as such, he has come to 
eccupy a precarious standing among his contemporarics. 
The revolution of 1905 affected his work critically, lead- 
ing him, as it did, into such outbursts of unbalanced 
rlictoric as the ‘‘ Workmen’s Hymn.” 

Iedor Sologub (pseudonym for Teternikov, b. 1863) is a 
poet of the decadent school in the narrower acceptation of 
the word. Asin his novels and short stories, so also in his 
poems, he is almost entirely absorbed by contemplation 
of the abnormal, the morbid, and the perverse. But the 
qualification of this statement should not be overlooked, 
for it 1s possible to overstate this aspect of the case. 
Profcssor Vengerov declares, for instance, that ‘‘ Sologub’s 
lyrics and his prose form a downright hymn to death.”’ 
And in another passage the same critic says, after empha- 
sizing the fact that this attitude on Sologub’s part is un- 
affected and sincere: “‘ Sologub’s creative spirit is domin- 
ated by cternal twilight, and not a single sunbeam 
illumines this subterranean world. In the work of 
Sologub, death, madness, and sensuality are entangled in 
one awful nightmare.”’ A criticism of this kind ignores 
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the pure and hopeful side of Sologub’s work, which, though 
not prominent, is nevertheless expressed emphatically 
enough in such charming verses as the ‘‘ Northern Trio- 
lets ’’ and, in fact, throughout the volume of poems called 
“ Kindred Earth.’’ Even in his fiction Sologub some- 
times writes with a playful fancy of which the stories 
hitherto translated into English give no hint. But it 
must be admitted that the main body of Sologub’s work 
represents the tragic lack of harmony between ideals and 
reality, and is, as a result, steeped in despair and loathing. 
It is the metaphysical strain often induced by this attitude 
which connects him with what may be called the Mere- 
zhkovsky group. But the bonds which unite him to 
other poets are slender; the main impression produced by 
his verses is one of morose isolation. 

All these poets have, in varying degrees, come under 
foreign influences. In this respect Ivan Bunin (b. 1870) 
cannot be assigned to one or other of the groups hithcrto 
dealt with, for his verses show no traces of the later 
developments of Russian poetical style. He is more 
typically Slavonic than any of the modernists, although 
he himself is modern in his impressionistic manner of 
depicting the various aspects of the typical Russian land- 
scape. The influence of folk-song, which even in the less 
obviously national poets has left considerable traces, is 
very marked in Bunin’s verses. He has also written 
stories of Russian country life, similar in spirit to his 
delicate rhymes, and, on a larger scale, a realistic novel 
the scenes of which are laid in rural Russia in the years 
immediately following the revolution. As a translator, 
Bunin is best known by his metrical version of Longfellow’s 
“ Hiawatha.’’ In November, 1912, he celebrated the 
twenty-fifth anniversary of his literary beginnings. 

The summary manner in which the remaining pocts 
must be treated is not always in proportion to the value 
of their achievement. There is, for example, Alexander 
Block, whose verses are distinguished by their devout 
and austere tone; the search for an unattained ideal is 
often expressed in the symbolism of inedizval chivalry. 
Only bare mention, too, can be made of Vyatcheslav 
Ivanov, whose philosophic verses are exquisitely polished 
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and harmonious, with deliberate and effective lapses into 
an archaic style. Another of the younger pocts of dis- 
tinction is Andrey Byely, author also of a remarkable 
novel, ‘* The Silver Dove,”’ which follows worthily in the 
tradition of Gogol. lor the present, bare mention alone 
must suffice for such poets as Kuzmin, Voloshin, Annen- 
sky, Baltrushaitis, and Count Alexis Tolstoy—Tolstoy III., 
as he is called; he has reanimated popular legends and 
traditions in verses that are essentially modern in tech- 
nique. 

Less than twenty years ago, Balmont and Bryusov were 
looked upon as bold innovators, before whom none of 
the most cherished poetical traditions were safe. Now a 
younger gencration of poets has arisen, who regard the 
symbolists and modernists gencrally as conventional and 
academic. Among these youngest poets there is a good 
deal of mere extravagance and eccentricity. In some 
cases there is undoubtedly more than this: Sergey Goro- 
detsky, for instance, has written powerful verses, the 
most effective of which are those based upon old Russian 
mythology. And perhaps behind Igor Severyanin’s 
crude and violent attempts at originality there is real 
talent, which will develop with increasing maturity. As 
for the rest, they must, for the present, remain anonymous. 


P. SELVER. 
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Houctautune fvtpiesuyd banbMOHTD 


14. BOA. 


OTb KAMA poOcti, TO TpeléwieTh, wrpan 

Ornésrp AparowbuwIxp RaMucit, 

Jlo Gabamerxt mpocroposs, rb, Byaib yobran, 
Bbnudeten nbroi paara MopcKas 

Ha raagqu 6e37OnHLIxn mopéeii, 

Th Bcrory, eceria, Hes bHNO--RNBAA, 

Il ro u3ayMpyqHaA, TO rosyods, 

To nOmNaAn RKpaCHBIXh I sROITLIX Tyucit, 
Opanacrnixh, Obanxy, 3c-18HEIxb 1 CIHIIXD, 

Il rbxb, 4To posmizaioTCA TOABKO BL MYCTHILAXD 
Bp poanénan u nbabm Oes;rbpxerxt 3p166i, 
Orrburons, 4To BI; JUMb T30paHHEIMD B38dpaME, 
Apowmaniii, cpepkantii, metbkaniii, KOTOPLIME 
Heapast NOALICKATL OTPARAIOMIXL COBB, 

Not, Bb cosh Se3sqOHHOCTS OTTLHKOBD GsIcTAerTh, 
XoTb BL ci6Bb Kpaciizomp Beermd pacuBbraers 
Becua MHOrOUBBTILIXt UBbTOvD. 


Bona Sesnonéunbie minK BarbuaerTh 

Bs Geswbpuocts cpoéit ry6m1, 

Meuraupe 0 3br0AXb pasaqiIMNbIXD KayderTb, 
Moauaunemp uo mbubem nyu oTBEuaCTH, 
VBOANTLD cOsHaHIe Bb CHBI. 


Boratimit opr, 6oraTey 1 weAs 

{Ipocropp crazy pno-senéuol Wyernimu, 
Powmqaiouleii MIpb ocTposuoit. 

Il Mope—scé Mope, no Bb BOs1bHOMB TpocTopt 
Pasaitno ond BB uenoBbucckoms B3dph 
hauaetcn rpésoil-boaHnoit. 


”° 
- 


Konstantin Dmitriyevitch Balmont 


1. WATER. 


From droplets of dew that aquiver are throwing 

The lustre of jewels around, 

To the pallor of spaces, where, distantly flowing, 

The wave of the ocean its foam-wreath is strowing 

O’er seas that no plummet can sound, 

Thou art everywhere, ever, life changelessly glowing, 
Now emerald-tinted, now azurely showing, 

Now in ruby and amber the waters abound, 

In orange, white, green, and in dusky-blue splendour, 
And in such as the deserts alone can engender 

In the heaving and chanting of tides without bound,— 
In tints only seen by the choicest of gazes, 

As they tremble and sparkle and dazzle, their mazes 

No words can be culled to reflect: 

Though theword has its tints with unquenchable gleaming, 
Though the word that is comely with bloom ever teeming, 
A spring-tide of hues has bedecked. 


The water has guises of infinite seeming 

In zones that are boundlessly deep; 

Its multiple billows are cradled in dreaming, 

The spirit with muteness and tune of its streaming, 
It answers and lulls into sleep. 


Rich of old have they been, and rich still are the spaces 
Where deserts stretch onward in azure-grecn traces, 
And islands have birth in their shoals. 
And Ocean, still Ocean, unfettered it ranges, 
But man ever sces how it changes and chan“es, 
And billowy visions unrolls. 
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Bb pa3IHYHbIXb CRIITAHBAXD, 

Bb UHLIXb COUCTAHDSIXS, 

A capwuanb cKa3zaHIA Oypb, 

7 3naio, ecTb pasHOCTb Bb MeUTAHbAXD. 


A Brigbap Wuailickoe mope, aasypp, 
Be HéMb BONS rowyObe I3BiBEI, 

Il Kpacuoe mope, rab aackoBb Kopats, 
nob posopoii Kpackoro 3bi0NTcA Bact, 
I] shéntoe, BOqHDIAA HIIBEI, 

Geaénoe MOope, ITepcrigcniii sacmiss, 

I] Uépuoe mope, rab Oyenb npumiss, 
1) Bbaoe, npiispars Kpaciibuiii. 

II] Berony 1 AYMacrb, YTO BCIORY, BCCTIa, 
Passino-nperpacua Bova. 


2. MOH MbBCHOMNBHbA. 


Be monxt mbenombupsnxs mY puaHbe nouoyell, 
ro spyyars Bcé sBonubii 1 sponubii. 

Bb NUXb *NCHCTBENHO-CTpactHbie WIONOTE CTpyil, 
i abariyeckiii Bb wuxp nowb-ayii. 


Bo mouxs mbcnonbubax’b 3acreipiiie Jb; Wb, 
Besnperbannocts xpycrasbuoii BoALT. 

Bp unxb Ob1aq ntumocrb nyunicroxs cibross, 
SOATOTLIC Kpad OOTANOBD. 


AL apyunpia bei ne camb c03{apats, 
Mirb sadpocnan nxb ropubiii OOBatD. 
HN ebrepp snodnéuuiit, apoma mo erpyws, 
Tpenerania mépe (aap mu. 
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Wherever I wander, 

Or hither, or yonder, 

I have harkened to lays of the storm, 
And I know how diversely I ponder. 


The Indian Ocean has azure-clad form 

Where blue is the wave in its dancing, 

And then the Red Sea with its coral display, 
Where billows are tossing in pinkish array; 
Yellow Sca,—fields of water advancing. 

And the Persian Gulf that is verdantly dyed, 
And in the Black Sea, how boistrous the tide, 
And the White Sea,—what phantoms entrancing. 
And ever I mused, ever here, ever there, 

Upon Water so endlessly fair. 


2. MY SONG-CRAFT. 


My song-craft is filled with the trickle of springs, 
And clearer and clearer it rings: 

With the passionate whispers of love it is laden, 
With the kisses bestowed by a maiden. 


The chillness of ice with my song-craft is blending, 
The crystalline water unending ; 

It holds the white glory of snow’s downy shrouds, 
And the golden-hued fringes of clouds. 


The resonant songs I alone have not wrought, 
By the avalanche they have been brought. 
And amorous wind in the strings as it quivered, 
Its trembling to me has delivered. 
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Bosgymnein nbeu cb mepuanbems crpacréii 
A noycaAyMaAab y BBOUKUX. Toit 

YaopHo-urpaiounit Taouili cBbTS 
Nonraanban pb coueraHbaxb mltaHeT. 


li a Bb uenopbucckoms HeuenoB hep, 
Al 3axBaucHd pasmisann pb. 

II, Bb MOpe oTpemsi NOTHOPIACHOCTh CBOI, 
Al crospyunpis mbeu 1010. 


3. 


A—isbickanHocTs pycckoli MegmitenbHoil pba, 
IIpeqo muoto Apyrie NOSTLI—Mpenrew, 

Al pnepsbie OTKPEIIb Bb oTOi pba yRaOuEI ; 
Mepenbsutie, ribeiie, wbsKHEIe BBOHHI. 


A—suesanunil 11310Mb, 
s1—urpatonyii rpoxs, 

H—npospaunnii pyéit, 
fl—aan sebxp ft méii. 


Tepenaécit mnorombunprit, pasoppaHHo-cmirmnuiit, 
Camousbrapie KAMH semi camoOEITHOMt, 
Heperanuna wbenpia 3enénaro Mas, 

Bcé nolimy, Bcé BO3bMY, Y APyriixb OTHITMAS. 


BbBuHo-10nvlil, KANb COHb, 
Cumbanit thab, ITO BarOOméHb 
VM Bp ceds 1 Bb Apyriixs, 
A—3bicKanHLiit CTX’. 
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My airy-tuned songs with the looming of pain 
I have heard in the chimes of the rain, 
And the pattern-wise melting and dallying light 
I have glimpsed as the planets unite. 


And though amid mortals, no mortal am I, 
The river-floods raised me on high. 

And in ocean my bounty of sound I have thrown, 
My hundred-fold chants to intone. 


9 
Oo. 


I am choiceness of Russian, so stately of mien, 
The poets before me my heralds have been, 

I the first in this tongue subtle byways revealed, 
Strains tuneful, and wrathful and wistful I wield. 


I,—a rending asunder, 
I,—a sporting of thunder, 
I,—a stream, finely-spun, 
1,—for all and for none. 


Rills plashing in foam, that are rivenly merging, 

The jewels unblemished, of earth’s matchless purging. 
The summons of woodlands in verdure of May, 

All I grasp, all I take, and I bear all away. 


Young, as dreams, evermore, 
Strong because I adore 

Both myself and the rest, 
J,—the verse choicely stressed. 
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4. 3ABbTb BbITIA. 


H cnpoctiap y cpoddqnaro BéTpa, 

Uro mub crbaate, utoo, ObIrb MOAOJEIMD. 

Mat orebrunp urpaiouiii sbreps: 

» DV, (b BOSTVIUHLIML, KANG Bbreps, Kalb Wbimt | 


$1 cupociitp y Moryuaro Mopa, 

Bp uéwp Beminii 3aBnbrp Oris. 

Mut orebtuno spyunoe Mope: 

» Bvib BCer]a MOHO3BYUHBIMB, KAR #1! 


iT cnpociisatb y BEicéKaro Coamma, 
Harb MHS BcneixnytTp cabrte aap. 
Huyero ne orabrua0 Come, 

Ho avma yeanxada: ..Poprn!" 


5. RAMbIU. 


Nousounoii nopoio Bb OOOTHOI revit 
OvTb CapimIHO, Oe3LIVMNO LTypulaTb KAMbIUII, 


O uémp omm ménuyTh? O 4émp roBopATh ? 
SaybMb OPONbK! Mew AV HMI TOpATb? 


MembrcuoTbh, MUTatoTbh,—Il CHOBA HXL UTS, 
IT cnépa sadpésana, Oayayaionnii cebrs. 

HlonmouHoli NOpoit KaMbUINI WierecTATS ; 
Bp 1iIxt sa0bi rub37ViTcA, Bb HNXD 3Mb0 CBNCTATD. 


Bp Oon0Th ApomRiTs YMUpaiounii TNKD: 
To uber Oarposili mewabno NOK. 
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4. LIVE’S. BEHEST. 


I QUESTIONED with fetterless breezes, 
How with youth to accomplish my days; 
I was answered by dallying breezes: 

“ Be thou airy as breezes, as haze !”’ 


I questioned with dominant ocean, 
Where life’s mighty behest to descry; 
I was answered by resonant ocean: 

“ Be thou ever full-sounding as |!" 


I questioned with measureless sunshine, 

How the dawn to outdo in its light: 

There was naught in response from the sunshine, 
But I heard in my spirit: “ Burn bright !” 


Oo. THE REEDS. 


WHEN midnight has come on the desolate slough, 
Scarce heard are the reeds, so softly they sough. 


Of what do they whisper and talk to and fro? 
lor what are the flamelets amongst them aglow? 


They shimmer, they glimmer, and once more they wane, 
Then the wandering light is enkindled again. 


When midnight has come, then the reeds are aquakc ; 
They harbour the toad and the hiss of the snake. 


In the slough is aquiver a perishing gaze: 
"Tis the purple-hued moon that forlornly decays. 


IO 
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il tiuoit sanadxao. II cripocrs nonsérp .. . 
TpaActina 3aMaulitTh, COMETS, 3ACOCETb. 


»Hord? [ina aerd?‘‘—kambnli ropopaTe— 
,SarbMb OLONbRI Mey HAMM ropATD >“ 


Ho wbenub 1cyaabHBit O6e3MOIIBHO NONI’, 
He 3naeth. Craonferp Bcé HIGKe CBOM cIUED. 


Il, B370xb nosTopsia noridweil rym, 
Tock-iB0, O¢C3LIVMHO ry pwaTb KaMBIITT. 


b. 

Al pb STOTb MIPD NpuUerb, uToOb BIAVLTD ComHye 
i citi Kpyros0ps. 

Al Bp STOTS Mipb Hipuweésb, uTodn BibT, Connye 
Hf perc rops. 

Al BL STOTS MIpD Upmmeézrb, uToOn BiiybTp Mope 
Yo nemiuiit up bra ocateys. 

Al 3aKMOUIAD MIPLI BL etHOMD BBCP ,—— 
FL BacTesiiyb. 

A nooObaiab xo70qHOe 3a0BKéenbe, 
CoayqaBp MeuTyY MOIO. 

A RaUHKULT MUD MCNOAHCHS OTRPOBCHESI, 
Beeraa now. 

Moro Meaty cTpaaHbs! npodyAIwn, 
Ho #11001 3a TO. 

Iiro paserb aub Bp mocii mbsyueii crib ? 
Hukto, nuKtTo. 

Al Bb STOTS Mipb npimnwuéab, wrod, BirybTh Comnye— 
A écan yeHb noract, 

A 6yny nbn... A Oyay mbt o Coamsys, 
Bp npejcméptruuiii uact ! 
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There is odour of slime. And the soddenness crawls. 
The marsh will allure and engulf as it mauls. 


“But whom? And for what—” say the reeds to and fro,— 
‘‘ For what are the flamelets amongst us aglow?” 


But the moon that forlornly and mutely decays 
Cannot tell. But yet lower she settles her gaze. 


‘Tis the sigh of a perishing spirit that now 
The reeds softly raise as they mournfully sough. 


6. 


I CAME into this world to see the sunshine, 
The sky-line’s bluish lights. 

I came into this world to see the sunshine, 
And mountain-heights. 

I came into this world to see the ocean, 
The valley’s rich array. 

I in a single gaze saw worlds in motion,— 
Where I held sway. 

I triumphed o’er oblivion’s chill concealment, 
I shaped my pondering. 

Filled was my every moment with revealment, 
I ever sing. 

My pondering was roused by tribulation,— 
But thus my love it won. 

Who is my like in strength of tune-creation? 
Not one, not one. 

I came into this world to see the sunshine, 
And when day’s wane is nigh, 

Then will I sing . . . then will I sing of sunshine, 
Before I die. 
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7. 


Cebua roprirs 1 MépkHerb 1 BHOBb ropiirs clabyBii, 

Ho mépkHeTb 6c3B03BpaTHO CIANbC IOHBIXD DHehl. 

Dopyi sKe, pasropatica, noKaé eLyé THI 10H, 

Cumpubit nomrbii Kacdiicn cepyéumbixb  3BOHRIUXS 
CTPYUD, 

Urodpn 6610 "TO MpunoMNNTD na cKIONWS TPYAHDIXS 
abr, 

Uro6n crapoctu xon0qHoii cBbriat neTabunbit cabr>— 

Meuranili OnaropOHELXb, NOPLIBOBb MOJOALIX, 

BesyMuLixb, HO MpeKpacublxd, Oe3yMHBIXD Il CBATBIND. 


8. 


O, BOAHBI MOpCKiA, pOAHAA CTIIXiA MOA, 

Beerga Bb cBoodqHo Obsxtite Bb MEIC Kpast, 
Beerga OMHORI Bb XOC1OHOMDb JBIGVREHBIL CBOGMS, 
A mat GesyTburno Tockyearb,—oOnuIt 11 BABOEMS. 
Savbmb He MOry A LOUATS 1 ObadTS, KAR BOAHA? 
A Bp mips ominp, m ayuda y Mens xom0qHA, 

A TarcKe cirbury Bcé Bb UMEIC, Bb NHEIe Kpasi,— 

O, Boa! MopcHia, poytHaA cTUxia Mos ! 
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id. 


THE light will burn and darken, then burn with stronger 
blaze, 

gut unreturning darkens the sheen of youthful days. 

Glow then, and be enkindled, the while thou still art 
young, 

Let ever more undwindled the heart’s loud chords be 
strung, 

That something be remembered in waning years of woc, 

That chill old-age be lighted by that decayless glow, 

Born of exalted fancies, and headstrong youth’s ado, 

Heedless, but full of splendour, heedless and hallowed, 
too. 


Ka 


O WAVES of the ocean, akin to the blood in my veins, 

Ye ever unfettered are coursing to other domains, 

Ye ever are lonely in chillness of ebb and of flow, 

And,—alone or united,—we pine in uncomforted woe. 

Why may I not breathe and course on as a wave of the 
sea? 

On earth I am lonely, and cold is the spirit in me, 

I likewise am speeding to other, to other domains,— 

O waves of the ocean, akin to the blood in my veins ! 
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9. CBBTJIBIM MIPS. 


TOHKI, W3KIit, IITHHBIT XOT 
Bp rayOb 3emmi MeaTy Beer. 
TOabKO CIYCTHIIBCA Tyna, 
Berpbrinmn sami 430 mp7. 


Uyr, cotinémp orcioyqa BHU3b, 
Pa3noubLTHOcTi 3a;KTINICh, 
Cmorpurp uéit-ro cpbrapiii rmass, 
UIvnupii KaMenp iW aIMasb. 


Tamb ona cH biskliTh, 8 TYTL 
PacupbraeTh n3yMpyie. 

Ii yearn Bp 3amKaxb TExXb 
Main, moran, whaHpi ex. 


IT yBIIUWE UbIXb TO NOT 

Tamb xpycTaspubiii Oanimayqons. 
JIbabI, KONOHHE!, cBLTL, cHbra, 
Hbianocts, crbarnoctb, aemuyra. 


Touniit, yanit, quinn xorp 
Bp dstorp cB brani mipp Bewern. 
Ho, uroOb 8HaTh TyAa WyTII, 
Hynuio O€pessHo ITTIH. 
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9. THE MAGIC WORLD. 


STRAIT the passage, slender, long, 
Reaching depths where visions throng. 
Sinking down, you turn your eyes 
Where an ice-wrought castle lies. 


When from here you sink below, 
Twinkling shafts of colour glow; 
Someone’s peeping eyes are scen— 
Adamant and moonstone sheen. 


There’s the snowy opal; here 

Budding emeralds appear. 
Hearken—1in these castles be 

Flutes and lutes and dainty glee. 


Whose may be the feet that don 
Crystal shoon you gaze upon? 
Ice in pillars, lustre, snow, 
Dainty, flaky, pearly glow. 


Strait the passage, slender, long, 
Reaching realms where splendours throng; 
But to find the path you need, 

You must set your foot with heed. 


AnekcaHpapb AneHcaHgpoBidd Bnonb 


1. JEHb BbI-Tb HBsSKHO-CBPbIN .. . 


pleb Gua whano-chpuii, cbpuili, Kak’b TocKa. 
Bevepb cTaab MaTOBDIi, Kalb AtéHCKas pyka. 


Bb KOMNaTaXxXb BevepHIIXD Npstaa cepzna, 
Yeraania orb ubinuoii Tour 6e3b KROHIA. 


HownMmaait pyri, w0braan Betp bys, 
Vuppwaan cMbxu ObaUsHoIO Naews. 


Amina puipb3sp naarps, Ware, Kakb 3ubsi, 
Bb cymMepkaxn OLrbety NAAT UeuryA. 


Hayy crkatTeptyio Bb CTOAOBOI] NARAOHNANCh NUL, 
hacasch NpnyéckaMll NLDEVUOWWIXS THB. 


CIVRH cepaya wae, Hanpsineunbii B3arciAyD, 
Bd MBICIIXb—OND, TayOontt, WoL, AYWHIt Cay. 


HT] moaua, Ranh NO 3HaAKY, ABINTYICb BHITSb. 
Ha CrynMéubkaxb WOpoxb ObbIXS AKCHCKHXD Psd, 


Moaya noTouyan Bb cary e3b carbaa. 
M600 THXO BENBIXHY10 3apeBOMb CTLIAa. 


MOmkeTb OLDITL cKaTIHAaAch Kpacnan 3B G38. 


To 


Alexander Alexandrovitch Block 


1. TENDER-GREY THE DAY WAS... 
TENDER-GREY the day was, grey as sorrow, and 


Pallid grew the evening, like a woiman’s hand. 


In the house at evening they had hid their hearts, 
Faint with tender sorrow,— grief that ne’er departs. 


Hands were clasped together, eyes forebore to meet, 
Unto glistening shoulders laughing lips retreat. 


Garb that bares the shoulders, serpent-like array, 
White as scaly raiment in the waning day. 


O’er the table-cover brow to brow inclined; 
O’er the glowing faces locks of hair were twined. 


Beat of hearts grew swifter, glances sore oppressed, 
In their thoughts the garden,—sultry, deep, at rest. 


Mutely they together, as in covenant, stirred ; 
Woman’s white apparel on the steps was heard. 


Mutely in the garden, tracelessly they fled, 
Softly in the heavens, shame its flush outspread. 


Then, perchance, a star fell, with a trail of red. 
NoTE.—It was found imyossible to rey roduce quite closely the 


fluctuating rhythm of the original. 
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2. BEPBOURII. 


Maapunkn, aa mbsourn 
Crbueunn, qa Bépoount 
Tlonecat 7oMOii. 


Oronéunt TéMIsITCH, 
(Ipoxoaie Kpéctarcs, 
Il maxuérs Becuoit. 


Béreporb vaadenpniil, 
ORO, TOKMIKE MANIeHbEIii, 
He aarvit orns ! 


Bs Bocxpecénbe Béponoe 
oaptTna BCTaHY mépBan 
TWA CBATOPO WHA. 
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2. THE WILLOW-BOUGHS. 


Laps and lasses gathering, 
Willow-boughs and tapers bring, 
That they homeward bear. 


Warmly do the flamelets glow, 
Wayfarers cross them as they go; 
Spring-tide scents the air. 


Little breeze from far away, 
Rain, O rain, with tiny spray, 
Quench ye not the flame. 


For Palm Sunday earliest, 
I to-morrow stir from rest, 
Holy-day to acclaim. 


NoteE.—It is almost impossible to reproduce in English rhyme 
the delicate simplicity of the original, with its diminutives and 
the tripping melody of its metre. 


Banépiii AxoBnesnys Bprocosp 


1. TEPILMHDI Kb COMCKAMb KH. 


I] Bact 51 NOMHIO, NépeyHi 1 CNMCKH, 
Bacb Biky Npeyb coodli 3a TTKOMD JUIKD. 
Boi Mu, Bb creni Oe307HOl, cHOBa OmiskH. 


AH paw TamHcTBa yaBHO Mocriirs ! 
pm wanarb, wakOHsicb Wayyb KaTaIOrOMD, 
BunkaTh Bb HasBaHbHA WensBbCTHBIXD KH ; 


CrbHitTb 38 UMeCHAMII; COPS 38 CAOrOMb 
Bnupatb CIOBa Uy:KOTO ASHIK ; 
YrannlBaTb BeIIKOe Bb HeMIOLOM? ; 


Bosco37aBaTb nNosTosD 1 BbRA 
Jlo npaTKIMb NOBTOPTCAbHEIME NOM Bram: 
»besp tliryia", ,,BD cadpanb" 0 ,,pbaa’. 


I! non Ber npeqeracai Murb ckenéToMs 
Beero, uTo O50 +KIi3HBIO cTO BLKOBS, 
Kueders onb cp nacmbuainspa npusttom. 


Mu rosopsirs: ,,f1 ne copcbms rotoss, 
Emé mab wystHit KOCTH HW CyCTaBEI, 
1 sasKy KHUTb, YTOOD CAbAATL PpyAy COB. 


,Meuraiite, qyMalite, uuuite capi ! 
My pcé pasyd, Se3ymMelb Wb MpopoKs, 
Cosyanbe yas yMa I At 3a0aBbI. 
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1. STANZAS ON BOOK CATALOGUES. 


YE lists and catalogues still haunt my brain; 
Before me I behold you, face on face, 
Near me afresh on this unpeopled plain. 


Your secrets long ago I held in chase ! 
By lamp-light o’er the catalogue I bent, 
To probe for books that scarce had left a trace; 


To track down names; by syllables [ went, 
Sipping at words of foreign tongues with care, 
Surmising much from briefest document. 


Poets and epochs I upraised in air 

On scanty cue, as oft, to wit, would be: 

‘“No author’s name ”’ or “‘ Bound in calf ”’ or “‘ Rare.” 
And now, mescems, a skeleton are ye 

Of all that lived in ages long ago, 

That beckons with a scornful nod to me. 


And says: “I, having somewhat yet to grow, 
Of still more bones and joints must be possessed, 
I crave for books, that words may overflow. 


‘Ponder and dream, and be renown your quest ! 
"Tis one to me, or imbecile or sage, 
Produce of wisdom or a merry jest. 
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31 BCBMB Hao onpebICHHLI CpOKD. 
Topi 1 Th, a 13% TBOWXb MeyTaHiit 
41 coxpant0 HaBbKb COMb-BOCeEMb CTPOKb. 


» Bececiinbube MONXb ynomMiHaniit 
Hbrp nnyerdo. bescméprie so mub. 
Bbuyaio A—Mip?L TBOpuecTBA NN 3HaHiii". 





Takb OcTOBb rosoprits mnb BE TIMMS, 
Il a, cb NoROpHOcTLIO Wbaya 3éam0, 
IIpu Obicrpo yunparouyeii ayuh, 


licgesHopémie ! TBoit 30B% npiémaio. 


2. K. I. BATbMOHTY. 


Kakb mpésaye Mbr BaABOCMb, Bb HOYHOMB Kags. 3a 
BXOJOMb 

hpyirp orn Hapriav, cBonmp Becémbemb WbAN'D. 

Cmorpyo Ha OONHKB TBOIL; CTapalocb Lrojyb 3a TOAOMb 

Bcé pasragaty, naitmit pyout orp cp bsxuxb pan. 


Ii TH MHB K&KELIDCA CyYpOBLIMb MOPeXOZOMB, 

TEXb TYMQUUXD WHell, Ora 3BacTb hb WanAmMb Marenaany. 
Ilpeqapumnimp ropybiii zyx 6esBbcTnocTAMb HW BOLaM, 
YsHaBliimMs, YTO Talirs qua Bbpubix oKeaHs. 


Al pasrayjaTb xouy, Bb TyWaxb KakOli Ta3ypu, 
Baad OTb HallNxb CTpaHb, UCKaIb Th OeperdoBs 
Nori6mnxt ATIaHTIiAb 1 MplispayHnx, Jlemypiit, 


Raia Talib! CATS BO TMS TBOHXb 3pauKOBE . . 
Ho 4706n] BEIPAsHTb, YTO Bb STOMD ANH HOBO, 
Hu TH, HH 1, HIVETO ene He 3NdeTE Cc1OB0 ! 
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“Tor all things their established term I gauge. 
Create, and from the dreams whereon you pore, 
I'll keep a few scant verses, age on age. 


‘““Naught in omnipotence can stand before 
My verdict. I allot the deathless bays 
And crown a world of phantasy and lore.” 


Thus quoth the wraith to me on silent ways, 
And as to earth with humble kiss J fall, 
While the moon swiftly dies before my gaze, 


O transient glory, I accept your call! 


2. TO Kk. D. BALMONT. 


AT night, as was our wont, we sought the café. Near, 

Paris aglow and drunken in its rapture swayed. 

I gaze upon your face; I strive from year to year 

To pierce the veil and seek the scars new wounds have 
nade. 


And hike a rugged sailor you to me appear, 

Who in those goodly times Magellan’s call obeyed, 
Trusting to seas unknown his soul too proud for fear, 
For he has learnt what ocean yields not to the staid. 


And fain would J surmise amid what azure gleam, 
What marges you have sought, far from our native skies, 
Where dead Atlantides and phantom Lemurs teem. 


What secrets sleep amid the darkness of your eyes .. . 
But, to proclaim what tidings in your gaze abound, 
Nor you, nor J, nor any yet the words have found. 


24 VALERY YAROVLEVITCH BRYUSOV 


3. SIPOCTHLIA TITMILIbI 


Apocrnpia ntti cb OrncHHEIM NéppaMn 
Itponecaticb Hap ObrLimu patickimn mpeqyBéepbanil, 
Ornerniie 6T6aecKI BCMEIXHyaN Ha Mpamops 

Il yuaaaich erpdnnimusi, yaerba 34 Mope. 


iio ua uicromp mpamops, 1a nopors’ zybecrBenvows, 
“lro-ro Bcé ambaoca 61écKOMb HeecTéCTBCHHEIMD, 

Il Bb BpaTaxb N0;1b CBOTaMH, BBYBLIMIL, AIMABILIMIT 
Voipiciuch anrectht TaiiHbIMt coo61a3HaMI. 


4. CYMEPRII. 


Poprrb d1eKTpIeCTBOMS AYHbI 

Ila BRIPHYTHIXD, TCUANLIXD CTCOMAXND | 
OBeHATE TeNerpadubyt CTPY Ub 

Bo HespriMLIX 1 WBRUEIND pyRANt ; 


Kpyrii wiuepo:1aToet AUTAPHBIXS 
Bommé0Ho 8a/RrANICb HAL Toot, 
IT RAATVOUNXD WUT TpOTVapHLIXt 
hocwyvica 1poxaHEit MORO. 


Tors cbraio narburirer1n0—sei0Kott 
Ii putix. OTyMaHCHHLI cheéps, 

IY néyopp mbayers cb yanioKoii 

Bp P1a3a—poxoUuxp rerépb. 


akb Tiixle 3BYRKH KAaBIIPAa— 
Haiékie ponorsl 71Hs. 
O cymeprir! Muraocrbr miipa 
OnsiTp voorite meus ! 
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3. BIRDS OF WRATH. 


BirDs of wrath with their plumage of fire all bedight 
Over heaven’s white portals were borne in their flight ; 
On the marble the fiery refulgences flared. 

Then swiftly o’er ocean the wanderers fared. 


But upon the pure marble, the threshold unstained, 

There was something unwonted that flushed and 
remained ;— 

*Neath the crystalline vault never-ending aloft 

Most secret enticements by angels were quaffed. 


NOTE.—The metre of the original has not been reproduced. 


4, DUSK. 


ELECTRICAL moons are twinkling 
On curving and delicate bands; 
The telegraph wires are tinkling 
In tender, invisible hands. 


The clocks with their amber faces 

By magic arc lit o’er the crowd; 

Of stillness the cooling traces 

The thirst-ridden pavement enshroud. 


‘Neath a net that quivers enchanted, 
The square lics hushed in the haze; 
The evening has smilingly planted 

A kiss on the harlots’ gaze. 


As music that soothingly quavers 
Is daytime’s far-away roar. 

O dusk! In your lulling favours 
You steep my spirit once more. 
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5. KAMEHINMEHD. 


—Haneuukp, kamenniks, Bb papryKb 6ba0ms, 
“UTo TH TaMb CTpOIUb? KOMY? 

—Oii, He wburdii Ham, MbI 3aHATHI IVb0MD, 
CTpOlmMb MbI, CTPOUMb TIOPbMY. 


—Hamenuikb, KamMeHuUKD, cb BS pHoli nomaroit, 
NTO ske Bb Heli OyzeTE pbLiqaTh? 

—Bbpuo, ue Tu 1 He TBO Opars, Soratuit. 
Hé3aybmb BaMb BOpOBAaTb. 


—RameHulukb, RAMCHUINED, AO0riA HOU, 

To sb NpOBCACTS Bb Heli Oe3b CHa? 
—Moskerb ObiTb, CbIHb MOii, TAKOT sKe padouiil. 
T bmp Hala 7008 moaHa. 


—Ramenlunb, KaMCHUUIRD, BCHOMHNTS, Nomatyit, 
Txt OHb, RTO HéCb RUpMUi | 

—vJii! Oepernicn ! nopzb abeamn He Oaayii .. . 
3HdeMb BCé CAMH, MOT! 
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DD. THE STONEHEWER. 


—STONEHEWER, stonehewer, whitely arrayed, 
What art thou building? Tor whom? 
—Ho, do not baulk us intent on our tradc,— 
From our building a prison will loom. 


—Stonehewer, stonehewer, trowel in hand, 

Who then will sob in these walls? 

—Not you, nor your brother, rich man, understand, 
For theft to your lot never falls. 


—Stonehewer, stonehewer, who without sleep 
Will abide there long hours of the night? 
—Maybe my son will,—he toils for his keep. 
And such is the close of our plight. 


—Stonehewer, stonehewer, then will he think 
Of them who laid bricks here of yore! 
—Ho, beware! Beneath ladders from jests you should 


Shrink... 
This we ourselves know, give o’er! 


NOTE,—This is a very inadequate translation of a poem, the precise 
style of which is extremely difficult to reproduce. 


Vsaup BYHnhd 


1. 


Houb n16Tb—11 TOMH'SETH 
Babanocriniii BocTror,. 
Orb o7ésK7b en BbETL 

Ilo noasiab BETCpORs. 


Tieub OL1Ib TONOrb 1 3HOCHS, 
Houp 106éTp 1 n0érs. 
Rospidéapyyio mben0 

I] kb MOKOIO ZOBCTD. 


[pycrenb Bsopb est TéMHBIii, 
OMHOKD eff VTE . 
Cn-veri, moé cépaue ! 
Orjoxui . . Tlosadv;1p. 


2. 


Karp ce'braa, napsiqua, Becua ! 
lloraann mub Bb rasa, Karp 6prwBaqo, 
I] ckaymii: oTuerO TH rpycTHa ? 
Oryero TLI TAKS WacKOBa CTATa ? 


Ho MOAUINUS TH, C1a6a, KAKD UBLTORD . 
O, moat !—Mub re nagzo mpisHanpa: 
Al yaHairb aTy aacKy npowaHEA,— 


Al onate ond ! 
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Ivan Bunin 


I. 


NIGHT hastens and seizes 
Clear gleams in the east. 

From her raiment light breezes 
Over fields are released. 


Long and sultry the day was, 
Night sings as she goes 

A lullaby ditty 

And calls to repose. 


Her dark gaze is mournful, 

On her way naught is met... 
O my heart, slecp and slumber, 
Take your rest . . . and forget. 


2. 


How agleam, how garnished the spring! 
Turn your eyes in the old way upon me: 
Say, wherefore this sorrowing? 

Why lavish this tenderness on me? 


You are mute, as a blossom so frail, 
Say naught !—No confession is needed: 
The flight of your love I have heeded,— 


Lone again is my trail! | 
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Sunanga Hunxonaesua Tanniyc, 


1. ITBCHA. 


ORHO MOé BLICOKO Hath Bem, 
Buicéko Hab BeMJICHO. 

SI Biiaky TOmbKO HOO Cb BeucpHEW 3apc1o,— 
Cb Beuépiicio 3apcio. 


I] ué00 naaeren nycriima u Oabaupi, 
Takum uycTLiM 1 Oarbyeim. 

Ono se caRaNUTCH Hae Cepauems 6b;.0LIMb 
Hays mori cépauem ObguIMe. 


Ysul, Bb Meyda Geaymuoil 1 yuupar, 
A yitpadio. 

CrpeM-0Cb KB TOMY, UeCFO A He 3HAN, 
He sniuo. 


IL dTo sKeMaMie He 3HaIo OTRYAA 
Ilpimi10 oTnyza, 

Ifo cépyiye xOueTD 11 NpocnTs uy;1a, 
Uyna ! 


O, nycTL OyAeTD TO, 4erd He OBae}TD, 
Flumorga ne OprBaers: 
Mirb Gabjoe 1é60 aynzécs obbutaers, 
Ono oO busaerp, 
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Zinaida Nikolayevna Hippius 


1. SONG. 


My window is high o’er the earthly spaces, 
O’er the earthly spaces; 

I behold but the sky with evening’s red traces, 
With evening’s red traces. 


And the gaze of the sky is so faded and dreary, 
So faded and dreary ; 

No pity it has for the heart that is weary, 
For my heart that is weary. 


Alas, by a frenzied dismay I am riven, 
I am riven; 

I know not the thing whereto I am driven, 
I am driven. 


Nor whence is the wish that I bow myself under; 
I bow myself under; 

But my heart is desiring and craving a wonder, 
A wonder. 


O may it be aught that life never offers, 
That life never offers; 

Unto me ’tis a wonder the sky wanly proffers, 
That it proffers. 
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ZINAIDA NIKOLAYEVNA HIPPIUS 


Ho naauy Oe3p cné3b o ncBbpHoms odbrh, 
O nesbpnoms odbrb. 

Mub nyano ro, vero wbrp na cobrh, 
Uerd ubrp ua cabrb. 


2. OJERTPUUECTBO. 


Ish wirn suberb cern, 
Kos: oOnarkenbl, 

To ,,uwa‘ u,,wbrb',—He cairo, 
He cavitnbi—ciueteubi. 

lIxb TémHoe criyercHbe 

1 réicuo, 1 Meprso. 

Ho sk6Tb Xb BOCKpeceNbe, 
Il ssiyTb ont cro. 

HoHWOBb ROHL KocuyTcA— 
Apyrie ja‘ uo ,,Wwbra", 

UW ga‘ nm ,uwbrb“ mpocuyres, 
CnaeréHnpic COubIOTCA, 

I] cmepth uxb 6V;(erp—Cpbre. 
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But tearless I weep for the vow that is broken, 
For the vow that is broken. 

The thing that I seek is no earth-given token, 
No earth-given token. 


2. ELECTRICITY. 


Two threads are closely hafted, 

The ends are unconfined. 

‘Tis “ yea’ and “ nay,’’—not graited, 
Not grafted,—but entwined. 

Dim is the weft that mates them 
Close and inanimate, 

But wakening awaits them, 

And they the same await. 

End unto end is taken,— 

Fresh “ yea’ and “nay ”’ ignite, 
And “‘ yea”’ and “ nay ” awaken, 
Into one moulding shaken, 

And from their death comes,—light. 


Mappa Anexcangfpozua Jiéxeuykaa 


1 pbrpa crows, 1 mOMoTL MpayHEIXE [ym 
Il at, oTpagel wbrp.. . 

A rub-ro 3Hoii 1 MOpA TIIXxilt nIvae, 
Il céanna Apri cbr ! 


Cymir, MATGAD UV MHOAUITS BE cépyb rere. 
LHeptimiakanubixb Cié3b... 

A ryb-to muprs, setéupit Mapp pacrérs 
LH wyng Obnixs poss! 


[IpoxOauTb sKN3Hb Bb MeYTaHbAXb OO NHOMB, 
HnuréskHa Wu mycTa.. . 

A rxb-ro carbxb, 1 cudcTbe ObéTb KIOGEMS, 
Il Omeckb, 11 Kpacota ! 
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Myrrha Alexandrovna Lokhvitskaya 


AND moan of winds and whispered thoughts of gloom, 
From life no joy is won... 

Yet somewhere,—warmth, and ocean’s muffled boom, 
And lustre of the sun. 


The blizzard wails, and in the heart it throws 
A load of tears unshed. 

Yet somewhere myrtle, verdant myrtle grows, 
And stainless roses spread. 


Life, passing by, in empty brooding delves, 
Unmeaning, unbedight .. . 

Yet somewhere, mirth and bliss will yield themselves, 
And comelincss and light ! 


Amatpii Cepréesuyd Mepexkéscnin 


1. HUPBAHA. 


I] BHOBb, KAKB BL NépBblii JeHb CO34aHbA, 
-la3¥pb HeOécHan THxa, 

harp 6yaTo Bb Mipb ubrb crpaanpa, 
hans OyatTo Bb cépaub nbre rpbxa. 
He Han0 MHB 100ni1 11 C1aBbl: 

Bb Mos4aHbil YTpeHHHX’ no-1éli 
ALniry, KARL WHMUATL STI TpaBLt . 

[lit MpOuadLIxh, HU PpAAYUUIX’S Weill 
s] He xouy MLITaTb 1 UIICAITD. 

s1 TOAbKO 4UYBCTBYIO ONSITb, 

hake cuacTIe—He MBICAITh, 

Hanaa whra—ne sacerarp ! 


2. NPHPOJA TOBOPHT'. 


Ilpupoga rosopiirs mnb cp 1aperseintimb upesp babe: 
Yili, He Hapywaii rapMomill Moéii ! 

Toit niarp mab uajobap ; ne ockopoasit myuéHbem1. 
CnoROsiCTBIA MOHXDL Wa30peBblxb Houéii. 


Al Bcé Ted6 yata—a3b, MO10;10CTb, CBOOOLY,— 
‘Thr BCG, TLL BCé OTBEPI'D Ch Oe3scMbICeHHO! BparRoii, 
Il ép3KHMb PONOTOMD Th OCKOPOILTh Npupory, 

‘Tb! MATb CBO 3a0bLTb—Viimi, TLE Mb ayndit ! 
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Dmitri Sergyeyevitch Merezhkovsky 


1. NIRVANA. 


AS in the day of first creation, 

The azure skies are calm again, 

As though the world knew not privation, 
As though the heart knew naught of pain; 
For love and fame my craving passcs; 
"Mid silence of the fields at morn 

I breathe, as breathe these very grasses .. . 
O’er days agone, and days unborn 

I would not chafe, nor reckoning squander. 
This only do I feel once more: 

What gladness—ne’er again to ponder, 
What bliss—to know all yearning o’er. 


2, QUOTH NATURE... 


QuOTH nature unto me in tones of stately scorning: 

‘““ Begone, and break not in upon my harmony! 

I weary of thy tears; mar not with anguished mourning 
The calm wherewith my azurc nights encompass me. 


‘All have I given thee,—life, youth and freedom given, 
Kut thou in senseless feud hast flung it all away. 
Nature hast thou with overweening murmurs riven, 
Thou hast forgot thy mother,—go, I speak thee nay. 
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38 DMITRI SERGYEYEVITCH MEREZHKOVSKY 


limb Man0 pw TeOd Ha HEOK 3Bb375 OrecrAUINXD, 
Haro cyMpaka Bb 3a1YMUMBEIXE bcaxs, 
* 


I] aliiKoi KpacoTL BL 3a007a4HEIX ropax? 


/A peé TeO' pand,—a Bb STOMD UV THOMS Mipb 

Tu He cymbirb xoTb pA3b CcuacTaBLIMb OLITh, KAD BCS: 
Kakb cuactiubh 3pbpb Bb abcy 1 sacrouka BB serps, 
M apémmoniiit upbrons Bb cepé6panoit pocb. 


»TbI pagocrb OriTist commbubemt paspymdenmp : 
Vian ! ter ranonb MHB, Oe3ciinpipii wn Oonbnom .. . 
[lbiTaiBEIMb pasyMOMb Mu POpyolo AyWOit 

Tar caacrps 6e3b meHs mt ce6'b, Raich 3HAemrD |“ 


3. 


JlacKOBbi BéYepd CL 3eM-1é1I0 Npomactca, 
JIlicrh WieOXILYThCA He CMBIb BL OsKMaHbM. 
I'poxors terbrn pram pasyjapasicn . . . 
Spbsypl, Aporka, BLICTYNATH Bb MOTUaHbH. 


Cree H660—rryOOkKO H CTpaHHO ; 

Ho He CMOTpIi TH Bb Herd Tak IIBITIMBO, 
Ho He HOM BB HEM pasragKil *KenaHHoll — 
Ciinee Hé60, Kakb rpods, Moma ! 
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“Or dost thou rate as naught in heaven the starry lustre, 
and in the brooding woods the dusk where nothing speaks, 
* 


And all the rugged beauty on the cloudy peaks? 


‘All have I given thee,—this world is wonder-gifted, 
Yet couldst thou not be happy, even as all the rest,— 
Happy as woodland beast, and swallow, ether-lifted, 
And bud that sleeps amid its silvery dew-clad nest. 


“ By thy bewilderment the joy of life thou slayest, 

Begone, I loathe thee, full of weak and sickly dole . . 
Thou, with thy probing mind and haughtiness of soul, 
Thy happiness without me seek, as best thou mayest.” 


9 
td. 


THE eventide fondled the earth in farewell, 
And in its suspense not a leaf dared to sway; 
The creak of a cart far away rose and fell, 
Stars marshalled aquiver in silent array. 


Clear-blue is the sky,—dcep and strange is its guise; 
But look not upon it with glances that crave, 

But seek not therein the revealment you prize,— 
Clear-blue is the sky, but as mute as the grave. 


* Owing to a defect in the printing, this line has slipped out of the 
volume from which the poem was taken. Although I have consulted 
several other editions of Merezhkovsky’s poems, I have been unable 
to find another copy of the text. 
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4. MPHWPOWA. 


Hit 310Mb, HI BpaskO1O KpOBAaBoli 
Jlompurb 3aTMiith He Moraii 

Mit Hé0a uepTorb BeTTYaBLIil 

Il npéaects upbryiieit 3eman. 


Hacb npeaineso adcnoii setpbuaior, 
loaner, up bret pyri, 

Il sebaynr pce Tab ske CisOTD, 

() TOM’ 7Kke NOIOTL CO-IOBBI. 


He shyaera naweii Rpy int 
Moryurli, TatiucrBenHpili Tbe, 
Hoarbrp ni eqinoii Mopuntint 
lla Acnofi crasyput Hedécs. 


5, CBhHTE.Lb. 


Hlajjb XOsMaMIt TOcIOCdIO 

\loob-rbab Bocrorp prac, 
Jigar, cbipocrb1o tOUndI0 
Tasi6nr penaxannot 3eMcii. 


Brigqump, abpapin waranty 
NOsAUTL CBATeIb Bb MOAN. 
Tinmmna, Rab Bb DoskKbearh Xpanw, 
Ha 3emab nm pb uedecaxs. 
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4. NATURE. 


Not bloodshed, nor ills we engender, 
Could yet fling a mantle of gloom 

On the heavenly palace of splendour, 
Or on carth with the lure of its bloom. 


As of old, we are tenderly ravished 

By valleys and blossoms and rills; 
Unchanging, the starlight is lavished, 
And the tune that the nightingale trills. 


Great forests with deep-hidden spaces 
Know naught of our spirit’s dismay; 
And never a wrinkle defaces 

The heaven's clear azure array. 


o. THE SOWER. 


I*AR above the stretch of hills 

The east has flung its lustre round; 
Moistened breath of night-time fills 
Clods of plough-uprooted ground. 


See, how with his measured pace 
O’er the fields the sower goes; 
Calm, as in God’s holy place 

On earth and in the heaven flows. 
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Bcé KPyrOMb CBAILNEHHLIMB CTpaxOMb, 
hakb Wpey> TauHCTBOMb, MOJIHO, 

I] pyri noKdfinpmb B3IMaxOMb 
PaschpaeTb OND 3cpHo. 


I] :191 TpysHKenIKa CHOBa 
[pyb 8eMIi powiTh joOmHKHA 
satby x.rb6a soa0r6ro 

lisp morm0ularo sepHa. 


Cosa sKU3Hb 113b CM¢pTH, 
Ilpeyb AHIWOMB CBSITEIXS HeOECD, 
O, mosnirecb-axe 11 Bbppre: 
OTO—UV}]0 1b uypccs ! 
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A sacred awe through all the land, 
As of some secret thing is borne; 
And with a gently sweeping hand 
Far and wide he scatters corn. 


And for the toiler must again 

Out of the womb of earth be born 

A harvest of the golden grain 

That quickens from the perished corn. 


Life out of death is rendered free 
Before the glance of holy skies; 
O, pray then, and believing, see 
A wonder from a wonder rise. 


Hunonan Mancimosuyn Miiucnin 


{; 


Rak coub, npoiigyrp baa m mOmprcnb m0 Ti; 
SudVAeTCH repoii, ctabers Map30.16iti— 
Il swherb Bb Omit Mpaxb COcIBIOTCA. 
Il mypoctp, 1 m000Bb, 1 31dHbA, 1 MpaBa, 
Khakb cb Acnijwoli OCH CHY+RHBIA cs10Ba, 
Pynoit neebjomoii corpy ren. 


H yap ne TH cc10Ba Nob TOO Ate pyROii— 
Hanéno oTb 3eMAI, 3acTLIBUICHt 1 HbMOi— 
BosuitnuyTs BnoBb 3arajyKoit Subanoit. 
If cudsa cebra Oecuérs., urodb cTarh WOOETUCIT TbMBI. 
Il nt6-To Oy7erTD sKUTD He TAKS, KAR 7K MBI, 
Ho Tarb, Kakb mit, ympérn Gescsrbano. 


I] HeBosmMOasHO HaMb l1pez|BiVbTh 11 NOHATS, 
Bp Kaniss POpMbEI yxb owbuercn OnATp. 
Bh Kakixb CO3@HbAXD BOMLIOTITCA. 
LaITh MO:KCTD, 3b BCCrO, YTO OYANTD Bb Hach 1000Bb, 
Ha Toit spb3ab mryré ne nosTopiirca BHOBE . 
Ho ecrb o7ud, uTO WoOBTOpritest: 


JIMMID TO, YTO MI TeNépb CUNTACMb Npa3jIHbIMb CHOM», 
Tockaé ueacnaad 0 uéMb-TO HE3eMHOMD, 
Kyfa-TO CMYTILIA CTpeMcIéHbA. 
BpwsKaa Kb TOMY, ITO ecTL, NpeayscTBili pooK cabrs, 
I] skasyqa sKrysaA CBATLIHb, KOTOpLIXb H'bTb,— 
Onu6 anu STO “yao Tabupa. 
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Nikolai Maximovitch Minsky 


ie 


MAN’s ponderings and labours, dream-like, pass away, 
Heroes will be forgot, and sepulchres decay,— 

And all in common dust is merged. 
And righteousness and love, and sciences and lore, 
As words upon a slate, whose meaning is no more, 

By undiscovered hand are purged. 


But words that are not these, beneath the self-same hand, 

Far from the numbing muteness of this earthly land, 
Again, pale riddles will supply. 

Another light will shine, for gloom to prey upon, 

And others there will live, not as our lives have gone, 
But e’en as we, untraced shall die. 


And we have not the power to fathom or to view 
The guise wherein our spirit shall be garbed anew, 
The shapes wherein its breath shall dwell. 
Perchance, of all that love within us stirs to life, 
Nothing upon this planet shall again be rife, 
But there is one thing naught can quell: 


Only the thing that now an empty dream we count, 
The blurred and fretful wish beyond the earth to mount, 
Restive essays towards some height. 
Hatred of things that are, foreboding’s timid glow, 
And burdensome desire for shrines we cannot know,— 
On this alone shall come no blight. 
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Be Kakiixb Ob 66pasaxp nu rab On cpeqb MipOBD 

Hit BCHEIXHYIb MUICIH CBbTb, KAKD TVW cperb OOTAKOBE, 
Kania 6b cyllectBa HII sRIi,— 

Ho 6yayrp pBaTscH Bab OHI, N0,06HO HaME, 

3b crpaxa cBoerd ib HeCOBITOUHBIMb MeUTaME, 
I'pycta mymoti, kab Mbl rpycrituit. 


Vi noromy He Tors descmépterrp tra semi, 
Kro mpess0wéb pyrix Bb OOph wan Bo arb, 
Ko caBbl XpyURIA cKpIARaII 
Hanomuusb nophcrpi0, 6e3ubaibHoi0, KAD COHB, 
Ilpeys KBMB TOI To 7éli —TaKoii ke Mpaxb, Kan 
OHL— 
Baaroroshau wp wpowacn, 


Ho scbxp 6eacméptubii TOTL, KOMY CKBO3b pax’ 3eMMII 
Rakoii-To HOBLIii Mipb MepélILICA Bad, 
HecyuiecTsyioiiit 1 BBaHbiii. 
Kro uban Hesemnoit tanh mankaadb 1 cTpajlastb, 
Uro ciimoli mdse camb mupdr ced’ cosqamrp 
Cpeqi mycrernnt GeskOHEuHOI!. 


2. 


Al Biiay Rpali oO bropannniii, 
CaepkaHbe Boab, WATpEI jepénn. 
Ho npeerymits uperbab seaannptti 
Mrb sanperterp Pocnéjuitt robs. 


Yeradb A OTb WeckORd I! 3HOA, 
Ené pit Aliginl CMCpTb BKYCILTB. 
Takb U3HeMOrb, 4TO (JI MOROA 

Bo moéii jyinb hr Oonbme cia. 
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In whatsoever guise, and where ’mid worlds shall gleam 

The radiance of thought, like to a cloud-girt beam, 
Whatever lives are fashioned yet,— 

Still shall they make ado, and rouse them e’en as we, 

From very depths of dread to dreams that ne’er can be, 
Fretful of soul, as we do fret. 


And therefore he is not on earth immortal who 
Either in good or ill his fellows could outdo, 
Who upon glory’s tablets frail 
Hath graved the deeds of him, that, as a dream, are 
naught, 
’Fore whom the throng, of that same clay as he is wrought, 
Or utter homages, or quail. 


But above all is he immortal unto whom 

Through dust of earth afar new worlds were wont to loom, 
Worlds though unreal, yet perishless. 

He who so craved and pined for things beyond the earth, 

That by his craving’s power he gave his vision birth 
"Mid an unending wilderness. 


2 


I view the promised land before mi 
Gleaming of waters, tents of trees. 
But anger of the Lord forbore me 

To touch the dower I long to seize. 


I rose from heat and sandy places, 

I tasted death in living hours: 

My strength so wanes, that it effaces 
Within my soul all placid powers. 
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NIKOLAI] MAXIMOVITCH MINSKY 


Hl éccm payHoctHomy Rpalo 
Iloérn npupbrs MOii TpYCTHbIit CTIIXS 
Al run upwebroreennbti cuaraio 
He aa ceda, a 7A jIpyriix. 


3. 
To, YTO BI 30RETC BAOXHOBCHLEMh, 
A 30BY WpicaYUNIBAHbeMb WTKIMB. 
Ectb gacbl, Kora ch BocTOprom’ AYTRIMD 
Bapyrb A cabmmy: nrd-To cb rpYcTHLi mbubems 


Haya xyudii mporociutes Moe. 
Ccrbilry, BHEMIO, UO, 3aMUpiu0 

I] rsopi0, y0K0m6 noetopsto 

To, Kb demy Npuicayiuarbes yerbw. 


4. TOPOWb BATH. 


TamMb BHI3Y, Bb NOTYKpyroM upocebrb xoamos, 


Biigenb ropozyb B;(act. 


Tab, 3a OB AHBIMI WATHAMD Cecrbh HW bcos, 


Pub canpaiored Kpacku Nocéii Wm wryroBD, 
Uyt, Mepéeuuires ropop Brac. 


He oma, He caju1,—4to-To Thubio Socuéli 
Salers CKBO3b TYMaH. 

hanb Oescrpactbe Hayb MHOPO CTpPa;BUeii ;Ly WO, 

hab ycTaslocTL Hay’ MHOTO AepsaBiveii MeuToii, 
dlerb nab ropojomp MYTH TyMaH. 
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And if my mournful-tuned ovation 
Is chanted to that glad domain, 

I shape a hymn of salutation, 

Not for my own, but others’ gain. 


2) 
Uv. 


WHAT you are wont to name as inspiration, 
Delicacy of hearkening I call; 

Hours there are that palpably enthrall, 
When I hear the plaintive incantation. 


Of someone who above my spirit stirred: 
I hark, I grope, I feel, my senses wane . 
I labour on until I shape again 

The thing that by my mastery I heard. 


4, THE CITY AFAR. 


Down yonder, ’mid hills in a shimmering bend 
Lo, the city afar. 

Pale village and woodland before it extend, 

Where tintings of meadow and pasturage blend, 
The city gleams faintly afar. 


Nor dwelling, nor yard—but in shadows of night, 
Something glides through the mist. 

As if listless o’er many a soul in its plight, 

As if weary o’er many a vision of might, 
O’er the city lies dimly the mist. 
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L3b sRHBEIXD HCnapénii Tpy7a 1 cTpacréii 
CoTKaHD MIICTLMi NOKPOBD. 

[13% UIMIHHOKS, 3b ThiMa, 13b Opbars, 13b THEI, 

{3b AbIXaHiil 11 KPHKOBb Hec4uéTHBIX rpy, teil 
CoTKay Bb BOSAYXS MPaicTEi NOKPOBD. 


Mesy rOpofoms OYiiHBITh 11 B3OPOMb MOIIMB 
Ont Tloplich HaBcerja, 

{160 yrpo 1 nOaeHb Oesci-Ibubl Hath HIM. 

NPaMBbl, TIOPHME!, ABOPIUH! JIA MCHA, TOYO AIMS, 
Bb oTqatéubi cammicb HaBcernta. 


‘Lib NOpOIo 8akaTs CTpBAOLUAHLIMb WV4C Mb 
Mray npowirkerb Ha MIP. 

{] npeab T6Mb Kalb WCué3nyTb BO Mpanb NounoM, 

JtaabHi ropors ToTelt WrpomalOlLUML CHOMD, 
OTEpEIBacCTCA B3OPy Ha MIITb. 
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Live vapours of toiling and passionate cries 
Weave a darkening pall. 
Dust and smoke and the specks and the shadows that rise, 
And numberless hearts with their throbbings and sighs, 
Aloft weave a darkening pall. 


*Twixt the din of the city’s unrest and my gaze 
It is spread evermore. 
And its load nor the morn nor the noon can upraise, 
Gaols, churches and courtyards, mesccms, are but haze,— 
In the farness they merge evermore. 


But sometimes at sunset an arrowy rav 

Stabs the mist for a flash. 
And amid the night’s darkness, then fading away, 
The city afar with its dreams of dismay 

Is revealed to the gaze for a flash. 


Mepops Hysbunyb Conoryon 


1. 


Boserasuan orb MeHsA u3b BaamHOrT PTH, 
Ho orb 3emaii He oTmrbaiirs. 

Poguuni Mab—sepuninhl 0 OTHE, 
Karp 1s ceo, secb Mipp mab Mrs. 


Rorga raanky Ha qadbilA 7oporn, 
MuB kasketcH, ITO 1 Ha HUXB 

Beb ayecrsyto Koaéca, KaMHI, HOrI, 
Karp 6yaTO Ha pyKaxb MOIX>. 


Pauky TW A Na Scone NOTORI,—- 
Mub rasketes, uto dro muh 

SeMISI HeC6Th ANIBIITCILHBIC CORI, 
Cron zaptr moéii eecrb. 


2. TPIOJIETbI CBBEPY. 
(i.) 


Semi AORYYHAH MW 3TH, 
Ho seé ske mHb poguaa mato! 
dlioOa10 Teds, O MaTb HbMaA, 
Semi joRvunad nu 3aan! 
Khakp c14;\k0 36MqI10 OOHIIMATH, 
He Heli UpNHNKad BL yapaxt maa! 
Semi JlOKyUHasT 1 314A, 
Ilo Beé ave Mab pozuiad Mary! 
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Fedor Kuzmitch Sologub 


1. 


FROM moistened clay by God was [ created, 
But never freed from earthly guise. 

With peaks and valleys I am federated, 
E’en as myself, the earth I prize. 


When gazing on the distant roads I ponder, 
Methinks that feeling I can grasp 

How wheels thereon, and stones and feet that wander, 
Are all as if within my clasp. 


When torrents I behold with deep-toned courses, 
Methinks that merged amid their power 

Earth bears her saps with their restoring forces 
Unto my spring-tide, as her dower. 


2. NORTHERN TRIOLETS. 
(i.) 


THou earth with guile and irksome woe, 
Art yet a mother unto mc! 
Mute mother mine, I love thee so, 
Thou earth with guile and irksome woe! 
How sweet in carth’s embrace to be, 
Nestling to her when May’s aglow! 
Thou earth with guile and irksome woe, 
Art yet a mother unto me! 
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(ii.) 
JlioOrte, a00N, 3éM-11I0,—3eM-110 
Bp 3er¢noit Talinb BaasKHEIXb Tpavir. 
Bevbunio raithomy @ BHémmO: 
—Jliodlire, a10;11, 36€Ma110,—3eMJIKO 
VI cua;jocth Bebxb eff OTpaBb !— 
SemHOit m TéHEIi, BCé Mmpiémo. 
Jlo6ire, 10,40, 3émaio,-—3éMmIo 
Bp 3ea¢Holt Tatiwh BaaisHeIxb TpaBs. 


(iii.) 
Cépauie J{pornyaio OTD pa;jocTn. 
Cuosa chpepb, cHosa AOsKb, 
Cuosa nhc MOxb 1 TOU, — 
Il yHErie 70 paoctn, 
Il tomaénie 10 enanocti,— 
If MeyuTaHbA THXUXb POL, 
{] qposKHTS Tyla OTb payocTu,— 
Mian cheep! mitt qonge ! 


(iv.) 


Kyo uépkBi, kpecrb Hu Hé60, 
I] Bpoxpyrb oewanb nonéti,— 

Uro cnoKdiimbiit u cebrorbii 

Oroit scHoii ssn Héba? 

U crak mub, «pyrp moi, rab ou 
Bosuociiaaca cBearhii 

Kb O1aroxaTHLIMb TaiinaMb Héda 
Craska aérkaa noréii! 
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(ii.) 
THE earth, the earth, ye men, revere, 
Green secrets of its moistened wecds, 
Its secret ordinance I hear: 
—The earth, the earth, ye men, revere, 
E’en its delights, where venom breeds !— 
Earthy, untaught, I hold it dear. 
The earth, the carth, ye men, revere, 
Green secrets of its moistened weeds. 


(1ii.) 
QUIVERS the heart with joyousness, 
North afresh, return of rain, 
Slender, tender moss again,— 
Despair is one with joyousness 
And torment with a sweet caress,— 
Soft visions of a wooded lane, 
And trembles the soul with joyousness, — 
Beloved North! Beloved rain! 


(iv.) 


CHURCH-SPIRE, crucifix, and sky, 

And around, the sorrowing fields,— 
What more peace and radiance wields 
Than this sheen of living sky? 

And, my friend, I would descry 
Where in holier fashion yields 

To the glad secrecies on high 

This soft legend of the fields! 
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(v.) 


hankaa payoctb—no 7oporamp 

Cronamii rosbIMH TTI 

Il cymky aérityio nectii ! 

Kanaan pagocth—no jopéramt, 

Be cmupénbn GaarocriomML 1 cTporoMs, 
Crixn mbbpyuie nzectii! 

hharaA pagoctrb—no pzoporamp 

Cronamu roabmant uTtit! 


.Bb OTOTS YACH. 


Bp 8sToTbh yacb, norga rpoxdyeTbh Bb TéMHOMB HCOS 
rposubiii rpomh, 
BL STOTD NaCh, KOrAa Bb OCHOBAXb COTpACaCTCH HAL, 


OMD. 
bb STOTL yacb, Kora Bb Tpesorb BeH Hanémkga, BCA 
JLOOOBb, 
if Korg cuapnbiiii zYxomb Gesnondiino xmypur 
Opowb, 


Bb STOTD YACb CTPCMIITC BEUNC, BLUE roprALLA cepALa,— 

Hacnamaeten no00b 7011 TOKO pbpmuasti lO KOH, 

‘TombKo Torn, xTo cabno Bbpurp, xov, cyaw6b wa nepe- 
KOp?, 

TOUIbKO TOTD, RTO Bh Muh HE OPOCITD KaMHeMDb THTOCT- 
HbHi yROpp. 
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(v.) 


War delight,—from place to place 
With uncovered feet to fare 

And a scanty scrip to bear! 

What delight,—from place to place 
With austere and humble grace 

To entwine a tuncful air! 

What delight,—from place to place 
With uncovered fcet to fare! 


Jo. IN THIs HOUR... 


IN this hour when darkened skies are by the awful thunder 


rent, 

In this hour when shakes our dwelling to its very 
fundament, 

In this hour when every hope and every love are in 
despair, 

When the mightiest in spirit purse the brow in restless 
care, 


In this hour your hearts shall rouse them higher, higher 
in their pride, 

Victory is theirs alone who faithful to the end abide. 

Only theirs who trust with blindness, even though in 
spite of fate, 

Only theirs who on their mother fling not grievous stones 
of hate. 
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4. 


S10li Apanous, ropsiuit Apko Tamb, BD seHtiTh, 
Iporanyswiit pciory uaaMesxHa AIITH, 
OnacniBunit AyubIMb 3ndcemb Bew AOAIHy,— 
SHO [paxons, nodby Th cmmyewb paxo! 

Al usb rémnaro, rayOOnaro Romana 

Aas teoa ctpbay orpapaennyio Bbiiy. 


IIpeys T0660 cb a¥Kows cTany 6e2b dosi3sHt 

FH, CBepmuHTesib embaniit Sesnomacwoit KA3HN, 

Al, npeycnasannuit 1 Bcé-wp Hes lanubil McTIiTedD. 
Jlykb Tyroii cTp baa NONIMeTD Cb bUbIMb BBOHOMD. 
Tb! 1a BLIZ0Bb MOii OTB LTNWIL THVKKUML CTOHOMD, 

TL HOMéphKHeWb, Th NOrioNewb, 31011 ryGrtrenp ! 


So: 
OTOP 3bIONI TYMANb 1a;(b pbROII 
Bp OAUHORYIO HOUL, Mp syub,— 
Henapiicrent onb muh, u skewanend ob wb 
Trmimi0io0 cBoéii 11 TOCROML. 


Al 3a0bLTb pO ANeBHYIO Rpacy, 
If Bo MPULY 51 THXOHBRO BXORY, 
Bare Brique orbzrp HanpwReNHO cabay, 
Ii meta MOM O7H0KO HeCy. 
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f, 


Evit dragon, ’mid the zenith hotly burning, 

Thou, who all about thee, fiery threads art turning, 
With a stifling hotness parching all the vallev,— 

I-vil dragon, lo, too speedy is thy rapture 

O’er thy victory; for, compassing thy capture, 

rom my dark, deep quiver, poisoned barbs will sally. 


With my bow before thee shall I stand, nor falter, 
Dauntless to fulfil the doom that none can alter; 
Vengeance unforeseen, and yet foretold I cherish. 
Taut, my bow shall fling its shaft with brazen droning. 
To my challenge, thou shalt answer sorely moaning,— 
Foul destroyer, thou shalt wane away and perish. 


- 


2. 


OVER the river the hazes that flow 

"Neath the moon in the lonesome night, 

They beset me with hate, and they bring me delight 
For the stillness thereof and the woe. 


Forgotten the beauty of day, 

And thro’ mist I stealthily pace, 

A track scarce beheld, in my travail I trace 
And I carry my lonely despair on my way. 


Bnanamipp Ceprécevuun Conopbéss 


1; 


Mutupuii Hpyrb, WIb TL Ne BIT WIL, 
Uo peé pligimoe waMu— 

Toabno oronechb, TONbKO TbHII 
Or Hesprimaro oudmn ? 


Muciii {pyrb, NIb TLI He CJIEMUMUIb, 
Uo muTéfichili uyMb Tpecky4aili— 
TOabRKO OTEKIUK HCKAtéHHEHI 
TopskecTBYIOWIXb cosByyilll ? 


Miauit Qpyrb, 1b TH We uy¥ellb, 
Uro o7n0 1a uwba0mE cabrb— 
TOAbKO TO, UTO Cépaue KB CépAly 
Tosoprits Bp bud npuBbrh. 


2. 


Seman Banana! Hs reds ued cxnoniT A, 
I} ckBO3b NOKpOBS O1aroyxaHubili TROL 
PowHoro cépjaa Wa1aMenb ODLYTITE s1, 
Ycabuulatb THéucTh +KH3HH MIpOBOTi. 
Bb NOY JCHHLIXh TYYaxXb TAKOIO Hbroit KD Yell 
Cxoaisa Oaroj7aTb CisOUIUXt Hebdécs, 
M 6nécky Tixomy nec npusbrs wbsyuiii 
M1 BonbHan pba, 11 MHOrowyMubi abes. 
If Bb ABIOMb TalHCTBS BUORD Biizky CoueTabe 
SemMHOHi Ayu co cB bToMb HC3cMHEIMN®, 
If orb ors moOari sKUTéiicnoe cTpayalbe 
VHOCHTCH KARL MIMMOJIETHDI JBI. 
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Vladimir Sergyeyevitch Solovyov 


1. 


FRIEND belovéd, dost thou see not 
That whate’er our gaze embraces, 
Is but a reflex, but a shadow 

Of the things the eye ne’er traces? 


Friend belovéd, dost thou hear not 
That the roar of earthly surging 

Is naught but a distorted echo 

Of harmonies in triumph merging? 


Friend belovéd, dost thou feel not 

That the world but one thing holdeth— 
What one heart unto another 

With a mute acclaim unfoldeth? 


2. 


O MISTRESS earth! Before thee have I knelt, 
And through the fragrances that thee begird, 
The glowing of a kindred heart I felt, 
The throbbing of a living world I heard. 
In noon-tide beams with such enraptured blaze 
The bounty of the radiant skies was sent, 
With whose still lustre the responsive lays 
Of rippling streams and rustling woods were blent. 
To me the sacrament reveals again 
Farth’s soul with the unearthly sheen unite, 
And from the fire of love all earthly pain 
Is borne away like passing smoke in flight. 
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Q 
oO. 


Bs tymau’ yrpennems ues bpyeii ward. 

s{ mén> Kb TAaHHCTBCHHBIMD Ht 4YHEIMB Oeperams. 
Boponacn zap cb noca' bmn 3B b37aMu ; 

Kmé meracui CHbI— It cxBadeHnan CHAMN, 

yma mominacsa uesbjompms Sora. 


Be xotOqubii Obst jens 7oporoii onMHOKOi!, 
Kars mpémie, si 11% BD ucebzomoll crpanb. 
Pascbaacn TyMaHs, 11 fiCHO BIL;QITD OKO, 

hakb Tpycitb POPUL IryTS, WT Kar, enyé WateKO 
dtarénxo pet, uTo rpésiioca MHS. 


I] 70 HomYHOUN HepOORIM maraMiy 

Beé Oyny A ONATIT RD meannbmMb Oeperams, 
Tyga, rvb Ha rops, 10Wb HOBLIMI 3BB37aMIl 
Becb naamenbriouuit noObaHemnut OrHsiMIt 
Menst ponmaéren moii 3apbripiit xpam. 


4, 


¥Y Wapriuy Mo¢ii ectp BLICcOKI ABOpéLL 
O cemMIi OHB CTONOAXD BO1OTHIXS. 

Y yapiignr moéii cemnrpanunii sbHéys, 
Bo uém Oe3b cuéTy KaMHéli HOpOrixs. 


I] Bb 3enéHoML cay y Tapi LI mMOcii 

Pos3b H JtaTiti Kpaca pacupbna, 

IT Bb mpospaunoii Boas cepebprictsni pyyudii 
‘LOBuTb OTOICCKD kyApeli UW Geda. 
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3. 


AMID the morning hazes, wavering of pace, 

I journeyed to a secret, wonder-laden shore; 

The daybreak strove to quench the straggling starry trace; 
Dreams still were on the wing, and held in their embrace, 
My spirit sought unfathomed godheads to adore. 


Upon a lonely journey in a chill, white day, 

Amid unfathomed regions, as of old I fare. 

The hazes now are rent, and clearly I survey 

How hard the upward path, and still how far away, 
How far away is all my dreams laid bare. 


But to the midnight hour, unfaltering of pace, 

I still shall journey on, to reach my yearning’s shore; 
Yonder on high, beneath another starry trace, 

With fires of victory illumining the place, 

My shrine awaits me with its hallowed store. 


4 


THE court of my empress 1s lofty of height, 
With seven golden pillars around. 

The crown of my empress is sevenfold bedight, 
With jewels unnumbered ’tis bound. 


And in the green garden, my empress’ own, 
The roses and lilies bloom fair; 

In the waves of a silvery streamlct is thrown 
The flash of her brow and her hair. 
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Ho ne coEMUHITL Wapliva, YTO wWénueTb py4eil, 
Ha upbrsi W ne B38raAHeTD OHA: 

Ei rymannrp Mevwaab cabrs 1a3y pupil oucii, 
1] meuraé ef cROpOn No-ma. 


Ona BUANTD: TaslékO, Bb 1OTHOYHOM Kpal, 
Cpeab MOpO3HEIX’b TYMAHOB'S 11 BbIOrb, 

Cb 3.1010 CHIIO10 ThMLI Bb OOUHOUHOMS OOI0 
TndHeTh é10 nokiNYyMo ;[pyrD. 


I] Opocaers ond actMa3Huiii BBG, 

OctaBuAeTb 4epTOr, 30.10TOii, 

I ut Hep bpHomy JIPYTY, Werk [aHHbii Mp MW1c1yB, 
Daarogaruoii cryuiitca pynoit. 


I] Haya MpayHoii 3uMvii Mo10;,a1 BeCHAa— 
Bea cisin, CRIOHIWIAaCh Ha;(b HIUIMb 

I] nokpbrra erd, TIxOit TACKH Moana, 
dfygesapnbirb NONpOBOMD CBOIIMS. 


I] WuisprinyTbl TEMHBIA CIiLIbI BO pax, 
OncrTHMb NaMeHeCMb BCCb OH ropliTs, 

Il cp mo66si0 nbunoii wp c1asypubixb o4aXx'b 
THxo jipyry ona roBopiits: 


—,,3Ha10, BOA TBO BOSIHD MOpCKHXS He BbpH Bit ; 
Tu mAb Bbpyocth nascics coxpantith,— 

Kastes ter waabmin,,—no usabuoii caocii 

Morb “1 ecépze Moé u3MBbrHitb? .. .“ 
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But my empress ne’cr harks to the whispering rill, 
On the blossoms she turns not her gaze: 

And the glow of her eyes in despair has grown chill, 
And grief on her pondering preys. 


She beholds: in a midnight domain far away, 
’Mid the chillness of hazes and snow, 

How the gloom’s evil powers in a single affray 
Her lover of old overthrow. 


And her gem-studded crown from her brow she has torn, 
From her golden-wrought palace she wends; 

Of a sudden, approaching her comrade forsworn, 
Benignant, her hand she extends. 


And as o’er the dark winter young spring-tide has cast 
His glow, she in tendcrest love 

Has bent herself o’er him, and shielded him fast 

With her glittering shelter above. 


As the powers of the gloom in the dust he descries, 
He is kindled with purest of flames; 

And with perishless love in her radiant eyes 

Thus softly her friend she acclaims: 


“IT know thee inconstant as waves of the sea; 
Thou hast sworn to me trueness alway,— 
Thine oath thou betrayed,—by betrayal of me, 
My heart couldst thou likewise betray >” 
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